Poetical     Ne'er knew the frigid poet's toiJ and pain j Eptette      To whom APOLLO opens all his store,
And every Muse presents her sacred lore j
Say, pow'rful  JOHNSON,  whence thy verse is
fraught
With so much grace, such energy of thought j Whether thy JUVENAL instructs the age In chaster numbers, and new points his ragej Or fair IRENE sees, alas! too late Her innocence exchang'd for guilty state j Whate'er you write, in every golden line Sublimity and elegance combine; Thy nervous phrase impresses every soul, While harmony gives rapture to the whole."
Again, towards the conclusion:
" Thou then, my friend, who see'st the dung'rous
strife
In which some demon bida mo plunge my life, To the Aonian fount direct my feet, Say, where the Nine thy lonely musinga meet ? Where warbles to thy ear the sacred throng, Thy moral sense, thy dignity of song f Tell, for you can, by what unerring art You wake to finer feelings every heart j In each bright page some truth important give, And bid to future times thy HANDLER live."
I take this opportunity to relate the manner in which an acquaintance first commenced between Dr. Johnson and. Mr. Murphy. During the publication of " The Gray'e-Inn Journal," a periodical